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The Random Jottings of Donald Jay in Nelson in Pendle Lancashire . 


In Bull Street, Burnley, Stands a newspaper premise, A place with a tale eerie, Of a spirit's 
haunting presence. 

Edward Fishpool was his name, A printer who toiled day and night, His work was his only aim, 
To finish, he worked with all his might. 

But fate had other plans, And Edward left this world incomplete, Now his ghost roams the lands, 
In regret, he can't be beat. 

The twentieth century is his home, Yet his spirit lingers on, His work unfinished, he roams, In 
search of a way to move on. 

Bull Street may seem ordinary, But Mr. Fishpool's haunting manifestation, Makes it eerie and 
scary, A ghostly reminder of life's limitation. 

So if you're ever in Burnley, And happen to stroll by that place, Beware of Edward's ghostly 
decree, And give him a moment's grace. 


By Donald Jay 


